AL   FRESCO   CONCERT

them. People Standing here and there. A girl or
two in white Standing, in postures perhaps more
Studied than they would admit. In a doorway a
tall and handsome young man in shirt and trousers
bent lovingly over yet another girl in white;
they were talking vivaciously, but in murmurs.
Behind the central seated group sat the guitarist.
White boats and a laden barge in the tiny harbour.
A man suddenly Stood up. Silence. In a bari-
tone voice he sang a fairly good song; the guitar-
ist seemed to be reducing the accompaniment to
the lowest minimum. Well, perhaps it was not
much of a song; nor was the voice very powerful
or brilliant; but the singer sang agreeably, with
taSte, without exaggeration, artistically. Quiet
applause. Then from the swell part of the hotel
a gramophone Started up, and gave a great render-
ing of a tenor-soprano duet by Verdi. The tenor
had a magnificent professional voice, conscious of
its terrific Strength. Very different from the small
voice of the man who had sung to the guitar.
But there was a sort of over-accomplished insolence
in the great professional voice; and in the humility
of the surroundings and the meditative heat of the
night, one somehow preferred the amateur's. Then
the amateur sang again, a worse song than before,
but with the same artistic discretion. Frogs in the
water croaked like ducks in opposition, and a
youth threw Stones to quieten them, and failed.
Three muttering men at the end of the south mole of
the harbour argued themselves nearly into a quarrel.
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